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PREFACE. 



"0^- 



In sending this book upon the sea of life, the Author 
is well aware that nothing will be found in its pages 
to startle the literary world. Should it be able, how- 
ever, to take a place in the outer circle of minor 
poetry, the expectations of the Author will be realised. 
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POEMS AND HYMNS. 



MOTHER'S KNEE. 

Sitting by the burning embers, 

Musing on the past, 
Shadows pass before my vision, 

Fleeting onward fast ; 
One is there which seems to linger. 

Oh ! how dear to me ! 
Tis a young child bending, praying, 

At a mother's knee. 



Pondering here, enjoying manhood, 

Is that child myself? 
Truly, many are life's changes. 

Coming on by stealth.. 



B 



lO 



New Jt appears as jestecc^ 
Sroce, Lord God, to Thee 

I raised my voice in inhncj. 
At a mother^s knee. 

Children tai^t in eady childliood 

To extol the Hand, 
^Vhicfa nnseoi rules all nations — 

An heaven, sea, and land; 
Taught to kyve the gentle Jesczs 

Who dkd (HI the tree — 
WeQ maj bless the Lord for sitting 

At a mother's knee. 

Ne'er shall we forget the guardian 

Of our yonthfbl years, 
Teaching oft the way to Zion, 

Eyes bedewed with tears. 
Still we hear the voice of warning 

On life's troubled sea, 
StiU we seem to be but sitting 

At a mother's knee. 

Many may have been our teachers, 
Good the lessons taught; 

But alas ! how void of comfort. 
And with sorrow fraught 



Luna. ' II 

Ne'er were words of wisdom spoken 
From all such so free, ' 

Like the words we heard in childhood 
At a mother's knee. 

Should we tread the burning desert, 

In some far off clime, 
Should old age, with slow, sure finger. 

Leave the marks of time, 
Childhood aye we shall remember. 

Where or how we be ; 
Thanks, O Heaven ! for blessings jgiven 

At a mother's knee. 



LUNA. 



Sun of midnight I thou art fair. 
Shining high in glory there, 
Darkness soon dispels at night 
When forth break thy rays of light. 

Twinkling stars around thee shine, 
Blending their own light with thine, 
Diamond-like is all on high, 
As they traverse o'er the sky. 



4k 
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Secret things thou dost behold, 
Ever new and ever old ; 
Thou hast shone on battle fray, 
Turning midnight into day. 

Great events unknown to man 
Passed when none but thou didst scan ; 
Wonders thou hast viewed on earth 
Since the evening of thy birth. 

From thy pale light beauty beams. 
As it cometh down in streams ; 
In thine hour of brightest reign. 
Grandeur follows in thy train. 

Thou from whom such splendour flows, 
Night to thee is not repose ; 
Thou wert formed the " lesser light," 
And crowned sovereign of the night. 




V ' 



HOW SWEETLY SOUND THE 
SABBATH BELLS. 

How sweetly sound the Sabbath bells, 

Which break upon the morning air, 
Like sweetest music are the knells 

That call us to God's house of prayer ; 
Borne by the breezes far o*er plains 

And rugged heath-clad hills they go, 
Cheering onward lowly swains, 

To where they shall in reverence bow. 

Hungering, thirsting souls rejoice 

To hear upon the hallowed day 
The pealing of the silVry voice, . 

Which sounds more sweet than sweetest lay. 
The old saint treads with holy mien 

Unto God's house when sounds the bell. 
To hear again of things unseen, 

Which in our blessed Saviour dwell. 
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In answer to the hallowed sound, 

Zionward children move along, 
To worship with the old around, 

And praise their Maker in the song. 
Yes, sweetly sound the Sabbath bells. 

Which break upon the morning air ; 
Like sweetest music are the knells 

That call us to God's house of prayer. 



THE PICTURES. 

See how tjie child in wonder pries 
Over a book with beaming eyes ; 
Loud and joyfully he cries 

When gazing at the pictures. 

The sun which shines in summer bright. 
Sheds joy around in radiant light ; 
To him such days or starriest night 
Are nothing like the pictures. 

High mountains heath-clad, woodlands green, 
'Neath rays which gorgeous make the scene, 
Are fair to see, but not I we^n 

Unto the child like pictures. 



^' 



' Cry of the Drunkard. 15 

f 
Scenes beautiful be what they may, 
In silvery night or golden day, 
Before the child fade far away 

If shown beside the pictures. 

They are, indeed, a powerful balm, 
When infants' sorrows they do calm. 
Soon, soon the child is like a lamb. 

All through the wondrous pictures. 



CRY OF THE DRUNKARD. 

What is life, merry men, ha! ha! what is life but 

a span? 
What is life, merry men, ha ! ha I what is life but a 

span? 
It is like the bright meteors that anon glare in the sky ; 
Let us eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow we die. 

Behold the fiow'rs, merry men, blooming but for a 
day, 
4^y Bjphold the flow'rs, merry men, blooming but for a 

day; 
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True, true are they emblems of life; yet forgetting the 

why, 
Let us eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow we die. 

Is there a God, merry men, where then, oh where doth 

He dwell? 
Is there a God, merry men, where then, oh where doth 

He dwell? 
For Jehovah we care not, apd as for glory on high. 
Let us eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow we die. 

Fill to the brim, merry men, now fill your cups to the 

brim. 
Fill to the brim, merry men, now fill your cups to the 

brim; 
Come all, bid ye sorrow depart, and loud sound forth 

the cry. 
Let us eat, drink, and be merry, for to-morrow we die. 

• • • ■ • • 

Unhappy men, why will ye die, oh tell, why will ye 

die? 
Unhappy men, why will ye die, oh tell, why will ye 

die? 
There is life, and there is peace, and there is joy to 

the soul. 
In the Lord our Redeemer — the gracious way to the 

goal. 



SPRING IS COME! SPRING IS COME f 

Woods now resound with sweetest song ; 
Hail to your notes, O merry throng ! 
For they proclaim both loud and long, 

Spring is come ! Spring is come I 
From early mom till dawn of day, 
Your harps all blend in one grand lay, 
In joyous strain ye seem to say, 

Spring is come I Spring is come ! 

In yonder glen the blithe bird sings ; 
Hark to the voice which mellow rings, 
When sounding forth on flying wings. 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 
The blackbird perched on towering tree, 
Within his native wood so free. 
Pours out a song which telleth me. 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 
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The sun, from sky of azure blue, 
Sheds down its rays of golden hue, 
Which make creation say anew, 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 
Ah ! what is that I hear on high % 
• 'Tis music coming from the sky — 
Such warbling notes 1 they surely cry, 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 

Dew falleth now, and genial rain, 
Thus making green both hill and plain, 
Their freshened garbs announce again, 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 
The daisies that now tender grow, 
The buds on tree and hawthorn row. 
All humbly to us plainly show. 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 

Though man were dumb to sing thy praise, 
Great God of wondrous-working ways. 
Yet earth to Thee the song would raise, 

Spring is come ! Spring is come ! 
Since all creation lauds the name 
Of Thee, O God I who did'st them frame, 
To Thee with joy I'll sing the same, 

Spring is come ! Spring is come! 




TO THE RIVER CARTHA. 

In garments of summer fair thou art, dear Cartha, 
With green grassy banks and thy flowerets so gay ; 

Bright o'er the high mountains the sun in the morning 
Awakens thy beauty when heralding day. 

The voice of the blackbird whose notes are so mellow, 
Clear rings in yon glen which adometh thy side ; 

Like angelic music the song of the lav'rock 
Sounds lovely where Cartha rolls on in her pride. 



When hushed by thy stream is the sounding of labour, 
And when the bright sun in its glory descends, 

Ofttimes in the cool quiet evening of summer 
Shy lovers stray slowly where Cartha mld^ wends. 

Though I roam distant climes and famed rivers be- 
hold, 

Robed, Cartha, in grandeur far greater than thine, 
Yet none e'en so fair will encircle my bosom 

With pleasure which thou dost around it entwine. 
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Twas by thee, fair Cartha, in years of my childhood, 
I wandered to pluck the gay flowerets that grow \ 

Ne'er shall I forget thee, though winds on the ocean 
Should bear me away from the land of thy flow. 



ARE THE DAYS OF CHILDHOOD GONE? 

Are the days of childhood gone ? 
Days of harmless mirth and song, 
Days when all around is bright, * 
And so free from sorrow's night. 
Mournfully on flying wings, 
Hear ye not a voice that sings ? 
" Ah ! they cannot, cannot last. 
Childhood is now with the past." 

Gone thou art, O happy time ! I 

When we sang in childish rhyme 

Of the tiny Httle flow'rs 

Growing in the garden boVrs. 

Sang we then of warriors bold. 

Who lived in the days of old. 

Highly sounded was their praise 

In our merry, merry lays. 
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Better songs than these we sang, 
Throughout Zion's courts they rang, 
Praising in a heavenly strain 
God, our Father's glorious name. 
As we sang with cheerful sound, 
Bright was every face around ; 
When we did of Jesus tell. 
Lovely was the music's swell. 



Ye are gone, days ever dear, 
Thoughts of which are often near ; 
When through woods around blest home. 
Free and happy we did roam ; 
Flowerets wild were gathered there, 
Making with them garlands fair — 
Garlands when in beauty seen 
Might adorn some royal queen. 

By the gliding woodland streams. 
Sparkling under sunny gleams, 
There we culled the flowerets gay, 
In the pleasant month of May. , 

By their sides we lingered long. 
Listening to the feathered throng. 
Harping their melodious praise. 
To the God of wondrous ways. 



'?'> 
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In some golden summer eve, 
Let us all our labour leave, 
And go forth fair woods to view, 
In their grandeur clad anew ; 
Still we are made to rejoice 
When is heard the blackbird's voice, 
But we carry cares and fears — 
Carry not our youthful years. 

wandering thus our eyes behold 
Scenes which to us thoughts unfold- 
Thoughts of bright and happy days, 
Spent beneath warm sunny rays ; 
How the heart begins to bum 
Once again for their return ; 
Oh for childhood ! is the cry. 
Uttered in the deep drawn sigh. 

If we have been cleansed within. 
From the deep-dyed stain of sin — 
If we have faith like a child. 
And God's grace — souls undefiled ; 
Then, oh ! then our eyes will see 
Years in which we shall be free 
From the sorrows of this life — • 
From the clang of warring strife. 



Are the Days of Childhood Gone? 23 

In the land of endless rest, 
Dwelling with the ever-blest, 
Of salvation we shall sing, 
Praising Christ our blessed King ; 
Thou, who for thine own wast slain, 
Majesty rides in thy name ; 
Ages ever shall extol 
Thy great love for man's lost soul. 

Fairer scenes than earth supplies 
In that land will greet our eyes — 
Christ we '11 face to face behold, 
And the city of pure gold. 
Here we travel to renew 
Childhood which we never knew ; 
Jesus is our light and way, 
Leading to eternal day. 





LINES ON SEEING A CHILD IN DEATH. 

Unto the mother's fond embrace 

Nought now remains but clay ; 
The battle of the child is o'er, 

The soul has winged its way. 

Cold is that frame so lately warm, 

And stiff those limbs that ran ; 
Stem death ! how soon thou can'st lay low 

The pride and joy of man. 

The rosy lips in raptures prest 

By all within thy home, 
Are hushed from giving joyful cries, 

Or yet a single moan. 



O blessed thought ! thy soul is gone 
To where the weary rest ; 
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No anguish now disturbs thee there, 
Upon the Saviour's breast. 

Thy flesh is here arrayed in death, 

With garments pure and white ; 
Thy soul with Jesus dwells in life. 

All beautiful and bright. 

And^will that little body rise 

When sounds the final blast ? 
Freed from the power and reign of death, 

It shall appear at last. 



WHO MADE THIS WORLD WHICH ROLLS 

IN SPACE? 

Who made this world which rolls in space, 
And all the wonders here contained? 
Who formed the beauties of its face ? 
Twas God the mighty Lord. 

The flowers that bloom and bloom to die, 

The dying flowers which live again, 

Are cherished by a hand on high — 

The hand of God the Lord. 

c 
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He guides the seasons by His power, 
Revolving year by year they come ; 
What's needful in the needy hour 
Comes from the loving Lord. 

Who made our mortal human frames, 
And wonderful immortal souls ? 
'Twas Him who high exalted reigns 
The great and mighty Lord. 

He gave His Son to fallen man, 
Who agonies unknown endured, 
Fulfilled completely was the plan 
Devised by God the Lord. 

God's great deliverance of man's soul, 
In height of wisdom far transcends 
The wisdom shown, in worlds that roll, 
By God the mighty Lord. 



O SCOTLAND ! I LOYE THEE. 

O Scotland I I love thee, sternest land of wild hills, 
Whereon bloom the heather and sweet modest blue- 
bells. 



L 
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From out of thy bosom clearest water forth rills, 
Ever sparkling, and wending amongst silent dells. 

O Scotland ! I love thee, sweetest land of rich flow'rs, 
Which grow in thy valleys, more beauteous than 
gems; 

Amongst thy green pastures 1 oft muse for hours. 
Beholding thy blooming, thy fair diadems. 

O Scotland I I love thee, fairest land of pure streams. 
Which flow through thy plains, craggy glens, shady 
deep; 
On thy banks famed in song, while pale Luna forth 
. gleams. 
Lovers tread thee when warblers have fallen asleep. 

O Scotland ! I love thee, revered land of brave sires. 
Who fought nobly on field and on wild ocean wave ; 

Long may their names live, long sound on thy lyres 
The praise of the gallant, ye sons of the brave. 

O Scotland ! I love thee, yea, a thousand times more, 

Fox the brave who have died for King Jesus' cause ; 

Praise God, all His people, for the deeds done of 

yore 

By the martyrs of Scotland, who loved Heaven's 

laws. 



THE DRUNKARD'S SLEEP. 

When night hath caused her mantle dark to fall 

Upon the busy city, town, and silent plain. 
When toil-worn man seeks to forget his all, 

By resting in the arms of slumber once again ; 
In midnight hours — sad is the scene — to see 

The drunkard tossing on a bed of self-made pain ; 
Gone axe his nights of fleeting, fancied glee. 

So now he drinks the bitter to the very drain. 

Sleep longed for, sighed for, deigns to come at last. 
See, there he lies, yet far from deep and sweet 
repose ; 
The trembling frame and eyelids twitching fast 

Betoken well the truthfulness of foretold woes. 
When in this sleep strange things his eyes behold. 
Dark demon forms haunt and disturb his weary 
mind; 
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He knows not what they are, these wretches bold, 
Save that in his torture fiendish joy they find. 

Wearied and unrefi-eshed again he wakes, 

Bewildered, open-eyed, he glances all around, 
As if some lions roared, or fierce and fiery snakes 
Pierced with their poisoned stings when holding 
firmly bound. 
O drink ! curse of our land, great is thy power ; 
For thou can'st lay the strong, low as a helpless 
child ; 
When to thy reign shall come the weakened hour ? 
Lord our God, speed the day, bind soon the tyrant 
wild. 



THERE IS A GOD. 

When gazing round upon this summer scene. 
Beholding fields arrayed in fairest green, 
A winning voice comes whispering serene, 
There is a God, there is a God, 

Hills high up to heaven their peaks do raise 
So grand beneath the sun's bright golden blaze, 
Methinks their language is in mighty praise : 
There is a God, there is a God. 



'i 
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The lonely vales, where ripple crystal streams, 
In beauty bloom as down pour radiant beams ; 
The fragrant breeze blows, lisping, thus it seems. 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Hark ! hark ! a thousand songsters gladly sing ; 
They to the Living One rich music bring, 
And hymn, when making verdant valleys ring. 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Bright is the blue-eyed overarching sky, 
Far-reaching, yea, in height, infinite high ; 
In grandeur it is telling to the eye. 

There is a God, there is a God. 

Now darkness jeigns, and the blue mantle 's gone ; 
Anon, a gleam, then thunder rolls along ; 
Forthtell the peals of heav'n's far-sounding gong, 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Yon ocean, with its wave uplifting wave, 
Hath thousands lying in a watery grave ; 
On harp the winds and billows o'er the brave. 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Those dead shall rise when breaks the final day ; 
Is man a dog who lives to pass away ? 
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Ah/ no ! the trumpets of the ocean say, 
There is a God, there is a God 

Turn now to life and leave all such behind ; 
What deep thoughts in our beings we do find ; 
These, these are ever proving to the mind. 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Soul, breath of God, we only know thy name ; 
Ah, man 1 thy knowledge here is rendered lame ; 
Come,^Faith ; help, O my guide, this to proclaim, 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Could mind evolve from matter ; can it be 
That like a beast man trod the wild woods free ? 
Ah, nonsense ! thou art pointing us to see. 
There is a God, there is a God. 

When death, the king of terrors, draweth nigh, 
Oft the proud sceptic trembles sore to die ; 
He makes him utter dreadfully the cry — 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Why died heroic martyrs void of fear, 
Who gave their lives and left all kindred dear \ 
Unless convinced — unless it doth appear, 
There is a God, there is a God. 
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Foul torture failed to wrench out from the heart 
Their faith, or make them from the way depart ; 
Thus testifying, as with all they part, 
There is a God, there is a God. 

Come, wander forth to Calvary, and behold 
That One who bore what tongue cannot unfold ; 
Oh, look by faith and say if art thou told, 
There is a God, there is a God. 

There hangs in agony the loving Son, 

And dies, but not for ought that He hath done ; 

Is it not manifest in all He won ? 

There is a God, there is a God. 




LINES ON THE DEATH OF A COMPANION. 

On fair Cartha's green banks, where it breaks into 

foam, 
Where it glideth on smoothly, no more shall you 

roam; 
Ne'er again shall you hear the laverock's sweet song, 
Who sings gaily on high, where it windeth along. 

In the woods round the castle, where now bloom so 

fair 
Tender flowers clad in grandeur, perfuming the air ; 
These no more shalt thou view — no more shalt thou 

stray 
By streams which flow through them, meand'ring 

their way. 



Now gone is thy manly form, and silent thy voice, 
Which ofttimes made the heart of a mother rejoice ; 
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Heard no more is thy footstep, which was, at once 

known, 
When it fell on the threshold, by all in thy home. 

In the bloom of thy youth, in that season so sweet, 
When but few are the cares and the sorrows we 

meet; 
In all this thou faded and didst slowly decay. 
Like a flower in its beauty which blooms for a day. 

Oh sad, sad were the hearts of thy kindred so dear. 
When all they around thee in silence drew near 
To bid thee farewell — to watch thy last breath, 
To close thy cold eyelids when slumbering in death. 

Now calm thou art lying in the cold silent grave, 
Where the flowers with soft breezes mournfully wave. 
Where the voices of songsters sweet melody raise ; 
But unheard to thine ear are the strains of their 
praise. 

Though thus wrapt in the tomb — though thy body's 

laid low. 
Yet thy soul lives with Jesus, far happier we know ; 
In the bright throng above thou art praising the 

name 
Of our loving Redeemer, who for us was slain. 




« GATHER AWAY." 

There is a cry I often hear, 
Echoing loudly, long and clear. 

Within the quiet street ; 
Tis heard at noon, 'tis heard at morn, 
And with it*s heard the noisy horn, 

Which gives no music sweet. 

The cry comes from the lips of one 
Who's branded by the world " a scum," 

This he is called because 
No splendid robes adorn his frame, 
While none there is to sound his name, 

And none to raise applause. 

The cry is not a gentle sound, 
'Tis not with music clad around, 

Or dressed in language gay — 
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But 'tis the same old sound each day. 
The loud, long cry — " Gather away, 
Rags, bones, gather away." 

Responsive to the cry are seen 

Poor children running from the green. 

Or where and how they be ; 
To haunt in comers of the house. 
Each one there scampers as a mouse, 

Gathering in great glee. 

Gathering bones, old iron, or rags. 
Which, if procured, soon in the bags 

They are of him who cries ; 
Then with great joy the child receives 
Something, which quickly doth release 

The little one of sighs. 

The poor old wives from day to day. 
Keep in remembrance " gather away,^' 

For if they can but get 
Something to suit the " candyman," 
Then with a careful modest plan 

Aside they do it set. 

Such actions of the poor may cause 
All those estranged by conceit's laws 
To laugh, yea, scoff and scorn ; 
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But what axe they, with all their wealth, 
With all their stores of worldly pelf, 
And all their gaudy gear ? 

What though they with scorn go by — 
What though they hark not to the cry 

Of him who humbly calls; 
Yet thou, my muse, wilt love to tell 
Of some things which thou seest dwell 

Within the words he bawls. 

The king who sits upon the throne, 
Whose name o'er all the world is known 

. By peer and lowly swain ; 
Yet what is he who holds in hand 
The golden sceptre of some land. 
Wielded in kingly reign ? 

Gaze now on yonder pompous peer, 
All robed in worldly gorgeous gear, 

With ease and plenty blest. 
Ah 1 what is he, with all who stand 
Around their lord at his command. 

And his distinguished guest ? 

Tell, what are kings and honoured peers ? 
Ha ! they are like to him who steers 
Through busy streets and lanes, 
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Who with his barrow moves along. 
Shouting ever the same old song, 
In tuneless plaintive strains. 

Strange thought, ah ! surely strange to think, 
That men of such high blood should sink 

Into that low estate, 
As being like to him in rags, 
Who with his barrow and his bags 

A living seeks to make. 

Yes, sensual such are " candymen," 
*Tis not in dress, but in what then ? 

Their actions such proclaim ; 
Although they shout not " gather away," 
It crieth from their lives each day 

Continually the same. 

Almighty One, oh ! teach thou me, 
To be like as the busy bee. 

That goes from flower to flower. 
Gathering honey here and there. 
From the beautiful and fair 

Which decorate the bower. 




THE SLEEPING CHILD. 

Sleep on, dear child, in blissful sleep, 
Fear thou no harm but gently lie ; 

Angels beside thee vigils keep, 

Blest angels from the land on high. 

Methinks in love I see them there, 
Near to thy bed with beaming eyes ; 

With robes of white in grandeur fair 
They now before my vision fise. 

Safe, safe art thou, O little child. 

In unseen hands to whom thou 'rt dear ; 

Well may thy slumber be so mild. 
Since angel guardians linger near. 



Sweet peace now dwells around thy head, 
No cares nor thoughts disturb thy breast ; 
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Peace plentiful around is shed, 
So calm art thou in evening rest. 

Where shall mine eyes on earth behold 
One like to the blest and pure, 

Who now in glories bright, untold. 

Surround the throne where none allure? 

Whilst gazing on that maid so gay, 

Dressed fair in pride's own gaudy show, 

In rapture is there one can say, 
" How angel-like ? " — untrue we know. 

Dear sleeping child, on one like thee, 
One in the budding time of life, 

I now would lift mine eyes and see 
Angelic freedom from earth's strife. 

There liest thou with snow-white brow. 
With visage calm, so free from care ; 

Surely I see before me now 
Great likeness to an angel fair. 




pr-.^.^SKieA^^^ 









SUMMER MORN. 

O'er high hills in splendour bright, 
Beam the rays of morning light ; 
Giving beauty to the ground, 
Sending gladness all around; 
Making shades to vanish fast, 
Whose reign now do shortly last. 
Down they pour on yonder plain 
With the fields of golden grain ; 
With the wild, rich, blooming flowers,. 
Fit for grandest garden bow'rs ; 
With a tall tree here and there, 
Tow'ring in its grandeur fair ; 
Oh how plains in anthems swell 
To the God who loves us well ! 
Loves not only man but beast, 
From the highest to the least. 



On the rugged mountain's side 
Woods are scattered far and wide, 

D 
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Rising in their mantles green. 
Lending beauty to the scene, 
Towering high whilst not a breeze 
Bloweth to disturb the leaves. 
All is silent, all is calm, 
Yet by faith is heard a psalm 
Breaking forth in mighty praise 
. Unto God of wondrous ways. 
Who gave birth to sea and land 
By the word of His command, 
Who did form the sun of old 
Brighter than the brightest gold, 
Who did make the moon for night 
With her beams of silVry light. 
And a host of stars to shine 
With a beauty great. Divine. 

Down the rugged mountain steep 
Wildly doth the torrent sweep, 
And whilst rushing on its way 
Dashes water into spray ; 
Past great rocks the water goes — 
Onward, onward ever flows ; 
Past a thousand ancient trees. 
All adorned with greenest leaves ; 
Past the little fair bluebell. 
Pride of Scottish heath and dell. 
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By the stillness all around 
Well is heard the torrent's sound, 
Breaking from the mountain's side. 
Grand and great, a sparkling tide, 
Wending to the vale below, 
Where so peaceful is the flow 
That it babbles like a song 
As it glides and winds along. 

O'er yon vale the lark now flies, 

Slowly mounting to the skies, 

In the glory of such light. 

In the early mom so bright; 

Singing while it soars above 

Praises to the God of love, 

Maker of its lovely lyre, 

And the giver of its fire — 

Singing with no earthly strain, 

But in heaven's own refrain. 

Not alone doth this bird sing, 

For the silent woods now ring 

With the music of a throng, i 

Harping rich melodious song; 

In their praise they honour none. 

Save the great Eternal One, 

Who gave each a joyous lay, 

Who upholds them day by day. 
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In the valley lieth there, 
All serene, a village fair; 
Little cots in beauty rise, 
L)ring wide before the eyes ; 
They again appear in sight 
Closely clustered, clean and white. 
Gardens in green garments clad. 
Richly bloom, and now seem glad, 
With their flowers of brightest hue, 
Bathed in early morning dew. 
How the heart goes out for peace, 
And for conflicts dire to cease. 
When beholding such a scene. 
In contrast with what hath been; 
BlessM quiet reigns around. 
Health so plenteous doth abound ; 
None dare lift a haughty arm 
With the thought of doing harm. 

From his home of calm repose 
Forth to work the cottar goes. 
Leaving children dear behind 
With an earthly guardian kind; 
But to One of mighty pow'r. 
Guide in every fleeting hour. 
He hath left them to His care 
In sweet silent morning pray'r. 
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With a heart brimful of love. 
Set on God and things above, 
Now he onward moves along. 
Joyful as the feathered throng, 
Singing some blest hymn of praise. 
Sounding like angelic lays; 
Viewing plenty all around, 
Growing from the cultured ground, 
Blessings from his Father's hand, 
Manifested on the land. 



SUMMER EVE. 

Homeward wends the weary swain. 
Silently o'er hill and plain. 
Till the little cot doth rise 
Fan: before his beaming eyes; 
Girded by a hedge-row green. 
Wherein flowerets may be seen, 
Blooming all in varied hue. 
Bright as e'er in garden grew; 
There the rose, sweet fragrant flow'r, 
Beautifies the humble bow'r; 
There the lily gaily stands, 
As though dressed by angel hands; 
There the violet lifts its head, 
Blue-dyed in the flowery bed; 
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There stand stately trees around, 
Overshading thirsty ground; 
There the birds chant sweetest praise 
In their own God-given lays. 



Burdened not with manhood's care, 
Knowing not the grim warfare, 
Children full of youthful glee 
Sport beneath the shady tree- 
Like as lambkins on the hill. 
Ever frisking at their will — 
Like as yonder bird that sings 
Merrily on mounting wings. 
With the sparkling piercing eye 
Soon the joyous ones espy 
The toilwom sire wending home, 
Longing to be with his own. 
Off in joyous haste they run, 
Richest trophies then are won, 
When they hold his hands in glee, 
When they tread around his knee; 
While the mother void of guile 
Welcomes with a loving smile. 

To yon vale now let us go, 
Where the village lieth low, 
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Girded by the towering hills, 
Watered by the wending rills, 
Fragrant with the gentle breeze 
Rustling through the green-clad trees, 
Brightened by the evening beams, 
Pouring down in golden streams, 
Gladdened by the tuneful throng 
Warbling notes of rarest song. 
Wearied workers of the soil 
Come now from their scenes of toil; 
Glad they gaze with watchful eye 
On the cots that scattered lie; 
Glad they leave some tyrant's frown. 
Glad they lay their burdens down; 
Glad they think of evening's rest, 
Welcomed by the ones opprest. 

Happy bands of youths now stray 
Ere the evening wears away; 
Some to ponder o'er a book 
In a lonely mountain nook; 
Some to spend their time in song. 
Sounding in the silence long; 
Some to pluck the blooming flowers 
From the wild untended bowers; 
Some to gaze upon the scene 
From the summit robed in green; 
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Some to roam the woods so fair. 
Balmy in the evening air. 
There the streamlet ripples on 
Swiftly past the wild hawthorn; 
There beneath its well sung boughs, 
Youthful lovers pay their vows, 
As they dream of future years, 
Filled with joys and free from tears. 

Would'st thou have thine eyes behold 
Ought like to the streets of gold, 
To the land so fair and bright, 
Radiant with unchanging light — 
Go not to gay haunts of sin, 
Seething 'midst the city's din; 
All such dazzling splendour leave, 
Wander on a summer eve 
Where the hand of God is seen 
In the flowers and fields of green ; 
Where the village calmly lies 
Underneath bright sunset skies; 
Where the grace of God is known 
In the peasant's lowly home; 
Where the humble voice of prayer 
Mingles with the evening air; 
There a shadow thou wilt view 
Of the land for ever new. 



THE BLIND BOY. 

Wand'ring upon our streets you Ve seen 

A poor and harmless boy, 
Who cannot see sweet morning light — 

To him it brings no joy. 

The night is dark unto our eyes — 

To him the day's the same; 
And all his future earthly life 

Dark, dark shall it remain. 

He cannot see the bursting buds, 
Nor blossoms in full bloom : 

Sweet nature's scenes he cannot view — 
To him the world's in gloom. 



Stem winter may be robed in white. 
And summer clad in green; 
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Ah I think of him who never sees 
Sweet nature's changing scene. 

The sun forth from the heav'ns above 
May shed its cheering light; 

But what are sunny beams to him 
With whom there is no sight 1 

Although he's placed in this sad state, 
Although his days are dark, 

Vet from his lips are ofttimes heard 
Sounds from a cheeiy heart. 

For as he moves along our streets, 

He whistles and he sings: 
Seems happy as the moming lark 

Which mounts on joyous wings. 






TO FERMENTED WINE. 

Who, what thou art, O muse ! whom bards invoke, 
I cannot tell; but if perchance thou be 
The Spirit of the Living God, then come. 
Eternal One, give freedom from the fear 
That makes one cower before offended man; 
Yea, come, bum thou my soul with holy ire 
Against the demon stalking through the land. 

Cursed be the day that gave thee birth, and cursed 
The hour when hosts of hell assembled sat 
To scheme thy great, thy dread bewitching power, 
With wajnvard man and in a ruined world. 
Fierce, Satan then uprose amidst the fiends 
Convened; still fiercer than the awful day 
When angels once subservient to their God 
Stood forth to battle under his command. 
Against the armies of the mighty Lord; 
Still fiercer than the moment when overcome 
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By Michael and his legions of the pure, 
He fell in shame, — once like a brilliant star 
That twinkles in the firmament above. 

Now, gazing on his army gathered round, 
He raised a sweet persuasive voice, in tones 
Of grandeur unsurpassed,' and thus he spoke: 
^* Give ear, ye valiant ones, unto the words 
That I will speak; for something wondrous great 
There is to tell concerning fallen man. 
But ere the field of toil is full disclosed, 
For wiling souls into the paths that lead 
To death unending and to burning shame, 
Yet once again the ever-glorious theme 
Of victory over man in Eden's bowers 
Must be rehearsed, to fill your souls with zeal 

" When God the unformed earth of nothing made. 
Beholding all things very good, He then 
Created man in His own image bright. 
Though we are sons of darkness and expelled 
From heaven's light, let truth for once be told : 
Fair then was man when, by the hands of God, 
He stood erect, a living, spotless ^oul ; 
Like as the radiant sun his glory was, 
His moral nature pure as angels bright; 
In innocence, the paths of Paradise 
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He walked with Eve in beauty at his side. 
The cattle on the green-clad hills, the fish 
In rolling seas, the birds in boundless sky. 
Were named by him, — all lived beneath his sway. 
From every tree that grew man had the right 
To pluck, yea eat thereof, save from the one 
That knowledge gave of good and evil both. 
One day when Eve did wander forth alone, 
To breathe the fragrance of the balmy air, 
With soul athirst to poison all mankind 
I entered in, disguised in serpent form. 
Twined round a tree; the fair one then urged on 
To eat the sweet untasted fruit that hung. 
Alluring, from the strange forbidden tree. 
Wiled by enchanting words, which I can wield, 
With heart uplifted, from the tree she plucked 
The fruit so sweet; to Adam then she gave. 
Thus trampling on the law of God, death fell 
On them, and death to all posterity. 
But when the Lord appeared upon the scene. 
Mingling mercy with His wrath, a promise 
Great He made, in presence of the fallen ones — 
That deadly warfare would exist between 
The woman's seed and us; that One would come 
To wound my head, and I should wound His heel. 
List now, ye battling ones, with ear attent ; 
Herein the reason lies, why once again 
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Our triumph over man I now rehearse. 

I know full well a mighty One shall tread 

The path of life, to save a ruined world; 

But ere He brings salvation — ere He seeks 

To herald tidings from the scenes of bliss, 

We must be banded in one living bond. 

To sink the heart of jnan still deeper in 

The mire of sin, to blind his eyes against 

All rays of light that stream from God — nay, more, 

To drag him down to everlasting death. 

" God hath created all things for the use 
Of man; but there exists within the world 
What man in blindness will abuse. Henceforth, 
Ye foes of goodness and immortal souls, 
Look well to rdan with what is known as wine, 
For, when it doth ferment, there lives and breathes 
Within a fascinating power that binds 
The heart of man in chains of slavery. 
Depart, ye legions, to the sons of men. 
Use well this instrument in mowing all 
Who have grown ripe upon the field of sin ; 
And let it ever be unsheathed to slay 
The young, just blooming in the bud of life ; — 
Now of sweet revenge take one deep draught, 
So that your souls may on the warfare go. 
Remembering how from heaven ye were hurled." 



'^ BEAR YE ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS." 

See yon gallants in the battle, 
'Midst the clang of warring strife, 

Death they fear not in the rattle, 
Precious though may be sweet life. 

Hearts bleed for the dead and dying, 
Who well for their country fought, 

Ground is sacred where are lying 
Warriors who blessed freedom sought 

Other ages shall in story 

Be of all their actions told; 
Thus the brave are crowned with glory 

For their patriot deeds so bold. 

Alas! there live and die unknown 
Heroes nobler far than they; 
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Few, few weep o'er them, few bemoan, 
When from earth they're called away. 

They seek not to slay their brother 
On the field that brings despair, 
. But the burden of another 

They in merqr love to bear. 

Come in thought to yonder alley, 
Where foul air and dirt abound, — 

Far it is from hill or valley. 
Far from green and flowery ground. 

Enter in ; see, there is coming 

One — a maid, dressed plain and fair \ 

Hark ! now gone 's the noisy humming 
Which filled shortly since the air. 

Gazing open-mouthed with wonder, 
Mirthful urchins cease their play; 

Why! they look as if some thunder 
Through the heavens rolled its way. 

Strange sight for them this to behold, — 
Here a damsel good and kind, 
, Where sin prevails by tongue untold. 

Where filth and wretchedness we find. 
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Come, this maiden let us follow 

Whereso'er she now is gone, 
Many wondering eyes, so hollow, 

Watch her as she glides along. 

She sits in a room where only 
Stands one old and broken chair, 

In a comer pale and lonely. 
Lies a man with silvery hah:. 

Careworn, withered, looking agM, 

Yet in years not very old, 
Long hath pain a battle wag^d, 

Sad to see — not easy told. 

Frail there lying, yet once healthy, 

When in other — better days; 
But the grim wolf, sure and stealthy, 

Came in all his prowling ways. 

Friends where are they, when thus pining, 

Under God's afflicting hand ? 
Ah I when came days of declining 

Few then were his loving band. 

Still to him his wife is clinging, 
Faithful in a time of pain, 
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Labouring hard, and daily bringing 
Scanty means life to sustain. 

In this house of desolation 

Seemeth strange this maiden fair; 

Welcome here is consolation — 
Welcome one in grief to share. 

To the story now she hearkens 
Of his downward course in life; 

How, when it through trouble darkens, 
Friends, so called, flee in the strife. 

Tears are flowing when thus telling 
Of past life and long borne ills ; 

Now the listener's heart seems swelling 
As with sympathy it fills. 

Gone are tears, his heart is lightened, 
Better thoughts now fill^his mind; 

All his countenance has brightened, 
No trace of grief is left behind. 

" Ah ! to me there is One dearer 
To my heart than earthly friends ; 

Yea, in sorrow He is nearer, 
Binding wounds with balm that mends. 
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*' Since I on this bed was stricken 

Opened were mine eyes to see, 
That God in His love has smitten, 

Knowing what is best for me. 

" Though my sorrows have been many, 

Yet to Christ they led my soul, 
And at times I have not any, 

When I view the glorious goal" 

Thoughtfully the maiden listened 
To these words told with delight ; 

Where short since the tear-drop glistened, 
Joy beamed from her eyes so bright. 

" Speak to me of Jesus lowly, 

Christian maid," the poor one says ; 

" Speak to me of Him, so holy, 
Who earth trod in other days." 

O'er the sufferer now she's bending. 

Telling him in accents low, 
Of God's great love to us in sending 

Christ to share in all our woe. 

Long of Jesus — she tells sweetly 
Of His love, not fully known; 
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How He bore unmurmuring, meekly, 
Stripes for sins, but not His own. 

By his bedside now she's kneeling, 
Pleading for the troubled one ; 

Asking that a time of healing 

Soon may come, through Christ the Son. 

Heart and voice to God she raises. 
In earth-bom, but heavenly song; 

Sound in heaven her sweet praises. 
Heard by blessed seraphic throng. 

Devotion to the Lord has ended, 
Heaven hears the humble cry. 

Praise like incense has ascended 
To the realms of bliss on high. 

Time forbids her staying longer. 

From the sick one she must part- 
Hopes the Lord will make him stronger, 
And with quietude fill his heart 

To the damsel thanks are given 

By the sufferer lowly laid : 
" God you bless," he says; "from heaven 

A reward will yet be paid." 



Bear ye One Another's Burdens. 6i 

Promising to visit often, 

Farewell lovingly she takes, 
After leaving what will soften 

Sorrows borne, which hard life makes. 

In his chamber dark and dreary, • 

Once again he*s left alone, 
Not as formerly to weary, 

Not with sorrow left to moan. 

Joy within his heart is burning. 

Kindled with a spark of love ; 
Heavenward his eyes are turning. 

To the Sender from above. 

With the Lord he 's earnest praying 

For the one now gone away ; 
" Bless her," ofttimes he is saying ; 

" Able art Thou to repay." 

Homeward wends the burden-bearer, 

Not with sorrow in her heart ; 
And her countenance — the wearer 

Of joy which Heaven can impart. 

Noble are these works of kindness, 
Nobler far than doughty deeds. 
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In God's hand they cure tlie blindness 
Daik'ning life through pain and griet 

Christian heroes then are fighting 
With the sword that easeth'pain ; 

Joy they bring, but are not blighting, 
Peaceful homes with terror's reign. 

Acts hke these unto another, 
Christ's own blessed law fulfil ; 

He who is our " Elder Brother " 
Taught us this on Calvary's hill. 




HYMNS. 



KNOW THAT GOD IS EVER NEAR. 

Brother, should you roam the ocean, 

Far from home and kindred dear, 
Tossing high upon great billows, 
Know that God is ever near. 

Chorus— YaV^x near, oh, ever near ! 

Know that God is ever near. 



If in distant lands you travel, 

Toil-worn, troubled sore with fear, 

Pilgrim, bravely face the danger, — » 
Know that God is ever near. 
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Axe you oft amid temptations? 

Feel not strange when these appear ; 
But rejoice ! fight in the conflicts,— 

Know that God is ever near. 

Lying on a bed of anguish, 
Well-bedewed with sorrow's tear, 

Do not think thou art forsaken, — 
Know that God is ever near. 

Fast approaching to the valley. 
Soon to part with all friends here, 

Keep thine eye fixed on the glory,— 
Know that God is ever near. 



BOUNDLESS ARE THY MERCIES, FATHER ! 

Boundless are Thy mercies. Father ! 

Higher than th^ heavens far; 
They are sure and everlasting. 

They in number many are. 
Thou art tender, full of pardon, 

Good and just in all Thy ways; 
Wert Thou not a God so loving, 

Few would be our earthly days. 
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Christ, the gift so great and gracious,. 

Promised from Thy blessed hand. 
Was not held, but freely given ; 

If in Him, redeemed we stand. 
Mercy in God ever dwelleth, 

Mercy from Him doth abound, 
Mercy there is in the fountain, 

Mercy streaming all around. 

In the view of all Thy blessings, 

Which Thou givest day by day, 
Drawn are we to own Thy goodness, 

As our hearts bow down to pray. 
Looking unto Jesus dying, — 

He the Son of God — ah there. 
Song fails to extol Thy mercy, ^ 

Feeble are our thanks in prayer. 

Why keep still resisting, sinner ? 

Matchless love is shown for you 
In the person of our Saviour, 

Opening up the way. so new. 
Trifle not with all these mercies, 

Trusting, to the Saviour flee ; 
For, if unredeemed at judgment. 

What, oh what will God's wrath be ? 




"WHO IS ON THE LORD'S SIDE?" 

Exodus xxxii. 26. 

" Who is on the Lord's side ? " 
Cried the lowly sage ; 
' Ye upon the Lord's side, 
Go and battle wage. 

Are )'ou on the Lord's side ? 

There is work to do ; 
Will you join the Lord's side ? 
There is work for you. 

Still throughout the world wide 

Rings the battle-cry ; 
" Who is on the Lord's side, 

For the King on high ? " 



Hark 1 hark ! the Saviour's voice 
Calls aloud for thee ; 
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In sin no more rejoice, 
Thine own soul, oh see ! 

Return then to the Lord, * 

By His help divine ; 
Lift, lift the mighty Word, 

Fight, and ne'er repine. 



WHEN TUMULT IS HUSHED BY THE 
REST-BRINGING EVENING. 

When tumult is hushed by the rest-bringing evening. 
And when the day*s duties of life are all done, 

Sweet then are the moments of holy communion 
With God, who gave for us His own cherished Son. 

There is dew for the soul when viewing God's mercies, 
Blest balm for our wounds when surveying His love, 

Deep hallowed delight by the prospect of glory, 
That soon shall appear in great splendour above. 

fey pondering on God's truth our souls are uplifted, 
Well nourished by words full of thoughts which 
refine. 
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They wile us to Him, the great source of all comfort. 
They point to the way which alone is divine. 

How blessed to kneel before God in the silence. 
And plead for His grace, which will strengthen and 
guide ; 

To spare us in mercy, and vouchsafe us pardon. 
In our many wanderings away from His side. 



LINGER NOT, DEAR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Linger not, dear little children, 

In the world's alluring ways. 
Though they seem so bright and pleasant, 

Give them not thy days. 
For in death, and that eternal. 

Shall their sad reward begin ; 
Oh, by faith to Christ, the refuge, 

Just now flee from sin. 

Jesus is the soul's Redeemer, 

And the lover of mankind, 
Jesus is the great renewer 

Of the carnal mind. 
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Come, then, come, in early childhood, 

Unto Him who giveth rest, 
He will be thy friend and guardian 

When thou art opprest. 

Christ in glory is preparing 

Fairest mansions for His own, 
By His pow*r which is Almighty 

He will guide them home. 
Would you then, dear little children. 

Everlasting dwell above? 
Only put your trust in Jesus, 

Only give your love. 





THOU WHO ART DISTRESSED WITHIN. 

Thou who art distressed within, 

By the heavy load of sin, 

Look to Jesus now for peace. 

He will make thine anguish cease. 
Trust this One who only can 
Rest give to the inner man. 

In thy troubled state, so new — 

In thy thirst for what is true, 

Flee from human moral laws, 

Greater discord they will cause. 
Blessed Jesus only can 
Rest give to the inner man. 

Sinful pleasures may hush grief, 
But these soothings are but brief, 
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True repentance is the way 
From sin's mighty reigning sway. 

Go to Christ who only can 

Purify the inner man. 

In faith, sinner, lift thine eye 
To the risen Lord on high, 
Though ascended still He 's near 
To a soul in doubt and fear. 

Look, oh look to Him who can 

Satisfy the inner man. 



OH ! SHALL I EVER WING MY FLIGHT 1 

Oh ! shall I ever wing my flight 

To mansions up on high, 
When all on earth is o'er with me — 

When called by God to die 1 
Oh ! shall the sparkling crown be mine — 

The harp of purest gold. 
To sound in blissful strains for aye 

Sweet praises new and old ? 
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Trust, O my soul— to Jesus trust, 

And thou shalt glory gain, 
E.est all on Him, who shed His blood. 

Who like a lamb was slain ; 
He is a Shepherd to His flock, 

A Saviour for the lost. 
The King before whom Seraphs fall. 

The joy of that great host. 

Oh ! shall I ever wing my flight. 

To mansions up on high. 
Where not a pang shall pierce the heart. 

Nor tear-drops dim the eyel 
Where Jesus in His glory dwells. 

The Holy Prince of peace, 
Where spotless angels sing His praise, 

In songs which never cease 1 

Trust, O my soul — to Jesus trust, 

And thou shalt glory gain ; 
Seek — find the fulness of His grace. 

The honour of His name ; 
Then shall the loving Savioiflr's face 

Appear before thy sight. 
And all the heavenly mansions rise 

Arrayed in beauty bright. 




CLINGING EVER TO THE CROSS. 

Around me angry billows roar, 

And stormy winds in violence blow ; 

But let them all rage more and more, 
They will not shake the cross I know. 

Chorus^ 
I 'm clinging ever to the cross, 
I 'm clinging ever to the cross ; 
No refuge had my soul, nor calm, 
Until I viewed the dying Lamb. 

Before blest Shiloh died on thee, 

All innocent, with thorn-crowned brow, 

Afar some longing eyes did see 
Thy power as manifested now. 
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Great cross, dear cross of Christ our King, 
Thy value hath no name in gold. 

Rich, sweetest praise doth fail to sing 
Thy blessings great and manifold. 

Long have great waves been surging round, 
Long have fierce gales in fury blown, 

But yet I see thee, marble bound. 
The same great refuge to thine own. 



OH 1 CAN THE LOWLY JESUS. 

Oh ! can the lowly Jesus 

Make still the waves which roll. 
Like billows on the ocean, 

O'er thy poor troubled soul ? 
Yes, sinner, Christ is able 

To calm the fiercest gale ; 
He also is a Saviour 

Who hears thy bitter wail. 

Come, trust thy soul to Jesus, 
Though humble — who is He? 
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The Lord, yea, God Almighty, 

No other can He be. 
Great is the gentle Saviour, 

Strong, strong His loving arm, 
To shield thee from all danger, 

And all surrounding harm. 

Delay, then, not thy coming / 

Unto the blessed fold; 
Oh ! while the Shepherd calleth, 

In love His face behold. 
Now will the mighty Jesus 

Make still the waves which roll. 
Like billows on the ocean, 

O'er thy poor troubled soul. 



LOVING JESUS IS OUR KING. 

Loving Jesus is our King, 

High He reigns with mighty'^hand ; 
Songs to Him in heaven ring, 
Raised by all who round Him stand. 
Chorus. — Joyfully, oh ! let^us sing 

To thfe praise of Christ our King, 
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Ever shall He by great power 

Guide His people here below ; 
In death's dark and troubled hour 
Safely lead from guilt and woe. 

Thankfully, then, let us sing 
To the praise of Christ our King. 

When we wandered far away, 

In bleak paths that were our own. 
Then this King, blest happy day ! 
By His love did bring us home. 

Let us sing, oh ! let us sing 

To the praise of Christ our King. 

Foes on every hand abound, 

Who our souls in wrath assail ; 
But His strength doth gird us round. 
Strength that never yet did fail. 

Let us sing, come, let us sing 
Praise to Jesus — to our King. 





OH COME ! SINNER, COME. 

Air— "There is life for a look." 

Oh come ! sinner, come to the cross of our Lord, 

To Jesus who died for thy soul ; 
The ransom is paid if you will but believe, 

The way is now clear to the goal. 

Chorus, 
Come ! come ! come to Him, 
The ransom is paid if you will but believe. 
The way is now clear to the goal. 

Oh come ! with thy guilt to the cross of our Lord, 

If this thou art quickened to see ; 
His Almighty arm will now sever the bands, 

The Saviour alone can set free. 
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Come ! come ! come to Himy 

His Almighty ann will now sever the bands, 

The Saviour alone can set free. 

Oh come as thou art to the cross of our Lord, 

Bring ! bring all thy sorrow and sin ; 
Contrition 's the state that prevails with the King, 
The'channel for grace to flow in. 
Come ! come I come to Him, 
Contrition's the state that prevails with the 

King, 
The channel for grace to flow in. 

Oh come ! wilt thou come to the cross of our Lord 1 

To-morrow may never be thine ; 
The voice of the Shepherd is calling to-day, 
In coming thou wilt not repine. 
Come I come ! come to Him, 
The voice of the Shepherd is calling to-day. 
In coming thou wilt not repine. 





WHERE IS PEACE, MY GOD, FROM THEE ? 

Where is peace, my God, from thee — 
Peace which passeth not away ? 

Where upHft mine eyes to see 
Joy which lasteth sure for aye 1 

Such on earth cannot be found — 

With the Lord it doth abound. 

Hast thou aught, O world, to give 

Which will satisfy the soul, 
And prepare us here to live 

With the Lord beyond the goal ? 
Naught but faith in Christ can save 
From the dark eternal grave. 



Art thou drinking earthly joys 
To appease thy yearning' mind 1 
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Go not to vain, garnished .toys, 

Seeking what thou canst not find 
Only, only view the Lamb, 
And receive the offered balm. 

Peace God holdeth in His hand — 
Freely, richly now bestows, 

Peace which none can understand. 
But the God from whom it flows* 

List ye to the sweetest call — 

Come, ye needy, one and all ! 



TRUST IN THE LORD. 

Trust in the Lord, yea trust Him ever. 
All ye who fear that bounteous Giver, 

The mighty Lord : 
Who through all ages was the same. 
And who through ages shall remain 

True to His word* 

Trust in the Lord, when in the hour 
That Satan by his crafty power. 

And cunning wiles. 
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Tries to allure thee from the way, 
Which leads to everlasting day, 

And welcome smiles. 

Trust in the Lord, when thine own heart 
Seeks, with its own and wa3nvard art, 

To launch upon 
Life's seeming sweet and pleasant stream. 
Which, when it ends, is like a dream. 

And then 'tis gone. 

Trust in the Lord, when thou art scorned 
For following Christ who has adorned 

Our sainted sires 
With crowns of diamonds heavenly, bright. 
With royal robes of spotless white. 

And sweetest lyres. 

Trust in the Lord, ye faithful few. 
Keep nigh to Him — the kind, the true, 

The sinless Son, 
Who left His mansions in the sky. 
Who came and dwelt on earth to die. 

For all sin done. 

Trust in the Lord, in life, oh trust ! 
And when thou 'rt mouldering in the dust. 

Beneath the sod ; 
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Then shall thy soul in heaven above 
Dwell beneath the rays of love 

That shine from God 



GUIDE OF MY SOUL. 

Guide of my soul, thou Saviour dear, 
Watch me with a Shepherd's fear. 
Guard me with thy mighty power, 
When I 'm within the evil hour ; 
Save me from vile Satan's load — 
Keep me on the way to God. 

When darkness overshades my soul, 
When waves of sorrow o'er me roll, 
Sun of righteousness, oh shine. 
Into my heart thy light divine ! 
And may I hear thee calm the waves, 
Which oft disturb my earthly days. 

As through the vale I wend my way, 
Where dwell the sensual and the gay, 
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And where abound alluring snares, 
Many trials, doubts, and cares ; 
In all my paths this soul refine, 
O Jesus ! guide me, make me thine. 

Where I may be, O Saviour, spread 
Thy soul-refreshing, heavenly bread ; 
Feed me with thy bounteous hand. 
With the bread of Canaan's land ; • 
Pour it down in rich supply. 
From thy generous stores on high. 

As rain in summer and the dew 
Make all the flowers to bloom anew. 
So from on high with heavenly showers 
Make all my graces bloom like flowers, 
And with thy sunshine from above 
Them beautify with rays of love. 




JESUS, OUR SHEPHERD. 

The Son of Jehovah, all His greatness on high 
Left behind, choosing here on earth rather to die, 
That He might, as a Shepherd, guide a wand' ring fold, 
To the pastures above — to the city of gold. 

Chorus, 
O Jesus, our Shepherd, will lead us for ever. 
In danger forsake us He will not — no, never ; 
And although we His sheep from the fold go 

astray. 
We are led back again to the heavenly way. 

Many ravenous wolves seek His sheep to devour. 
Truly great is their strength, but far greater His powV ; 
O Jesus, our Shepherd, is One " mighty to save," . 
And His Father is mighty, who to us Him gave^ 
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Oh sweet! sweet is the voice of our Shepherd so dear, 
Who calls us to follow, having nothing to fear, 
Though our pathway is rough, and our sorrows not few. 
Still onward He leads to the land bright and new. 

Where the harping of angels with melody swells, 
There Jesus, our Shepherd, exalted now dwells, 
In the glories of heaven He's crowned King of all, 
By the blessed who before Him in reverence fall. 



A GOSPEL CALL. 

If, O sinner, thou art weary 
With thy load of guilt and woe ; 

Life no longer need be dreary, 
Jesus will His peace bestow. 

Thou hast drunk of life's false pleasure. 
Deep thy draughts of sin have been ; 

Full of sorrow was the measure 
Thou received for joy I ween. 

Does thy mind not know the sighing 
' That Immanuel had for thee 1 
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Then with faith behold Him dying 
For thy sins upon the tree. 

Come with ail thy guilt and sorrow 
To the cross, where souls are blest ; 

Wait not till it be to-morrow, 
Now receive free-offered rest 

Jesus, sinner, ever yeameth 
For the safety of thy soul. 

From Him the Christian ever leameth 
How to live and reach the goal. 



HEAVEN FOR ME. 

Bright is the land where now dwell in glory, 
Redeemed of the earth, from bondage set free ; 

Jesus they praise, and sing the sweet story — 
Redemption's old song — Glad heaven for me. 

White robes they all wear, and crowns shining bright, 
In the land where Christ our Saviour they see ; 

And near His great throne all sit in the light 
That streameth from Him — Bright heaven for me. 



L 



Heaven for Me, ^y 

I 'hi bound for the peaceful haven of rest, 
' Though here I 'm tossed upon life's troubled sea; 
What need I fear, with my pilot, the best? 
Who will guide me safe — Blest heaven for me. 

Earth and its follies seem richly bedecked ; 

Many are drinking its short giddy glee; 
But heaven 's eternal — earth shall be wrecked; 

Heaven 's all beauty — Fair heaven for me. 

No death, no pain, no sorrow, nor sighing, 

In that land of glory ever shall be; 
There shall all tears, and there shall all crying 

For aye be expelled — Sweet heaven for me. 

Mansions are bright in the city of gold. 
Fair is the Lamb, of great beauty is He, 

Who once suffered here, that I might be told 
Trust Christ, and receive — Free heaven for me. 

Soon shall the days of my pilgrimage cease: 
At Thy command, then, O Lord, I shalFflee 

Unto the bright land, where all live in peace. 
Where Jesus now reigns — Sure heaven for me. 





(The following Pieces ^ chiefly in the Scottish dialect^ were 
composed when the Author was but a Boy.) 



THE HEIGH-CRAIG ROCK. 

In the days when life is but a dream, 
When cares or sorrow seldom seem 
To dawn upon the youthfu* min', 
Or trouble life's most sweetest time ; 

Ofttimes in those my pleasant days, 
When summer's sun sent forth its rays, 
I 'd wander roon the castle braes, 
The scenes to view, and hear sweet lays. 



The heigh-craig rock I 'd view wi' pride; 
Its rugged and its time-worn side: 
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Its tow'ring and its clusf ring trees. 
Which gently rustle wi' the breeze. 

Near the rock I 'd linger lang, 
Li^*ning to the blackbird's sang, 
Which echoes frae the rock sae dear. 
And sen's the sweet notes to your ear. 

But ah ! those days are in the past — 
Sweet childhood's years, which flee sae fast; 
And then comes on that time o' life, 
When it is seldom else but strife. 



NOO THE CASTLE WOODS ARE BRAW. 

Noo the castle woods are braw, 
Bloomin' fair in splendour a', 
Wi' the leaves that droopin' fa', 

Sae bonnie green ; 
Wi' the modest wee bluebell. 
Plenteous in the woody dell; 
Lo'ed by sons o* Scotia well, 

Oor wild flowT-queen. 
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Grow up lowly by its side 
Daisies pure — the mountain's pride- 
Famed for beauty far an' wide, 
There may be seen. 



Cheerie are the woods a' roon, 
When the sun its rays pour doon, 
Makin' songsters raise the soun' 

O' some grand lay: 
Frae yon tree their warblin* sang 
Blythesome rings alood fu' lang, 
Clear ower hill an' dale notes gang. 

Borne far away, 
By the cooling simmer breeze, 
Blawin' gently 'mang the trees, 
Waftin' fragrance frae the leaves 

An' flowerets gay. 

When the sun, with golden beams. 
Glorious o'er the mountain gleams. 
Shining bright on winding streams 

An' shady dells; 
Then aroon' oor woods o' green 
Happy wooers meet at e'en, 
Charmed wi' love an' beauteous scene- 
Sweety blessed spells. 
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Woods sae braw, oh ! lang may ye 
Beautiful in foliage be; 
Lang may lovers roam thee free, 
Where grandeur dwells. 



BENEATH THE SOD AULD GRANNIE LIES. 

Beneath the sod auld grannie lies, 
CauF, caur within her hoose o' clay; 

Wild wintry wind wi' moumfu' sighs 
Blaws roon her grave, which mak's me wae. 

Through a' my life I '11 ever min* 
Her happy smile an' blythesome e'e, 

The sweet auld face, weel marked wi' time, 
Shall ne'er on earth appear to me. 

Aroon' the ingle-side nae mair 

Will we wi' grannie sit again ; 
Her stories noo we miss fu' sair, 

E'er since frae us she has been ta'en. 
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Yet 1*11 no weep, why should I weep? 

For grannie happier is I fain. 
She only slumbers wi* that sleep 

Which freed her soul frae earthly pain. 

Dry a' yer tears, ye weepin' freens, 
For grannie got a length o* days, 

An' ever hope in happier scenes 
She liveth still her God to praise. 



THE ROARIN' O* THE LINN. 

In glory when the sun has gone 

Doon o*er the western hills, 
Then do I love to wander forth 

By windin' woody rills ; 
Still better do I love to stray 

Where mountain waters rin. 
An' listen to the voice that breaks 

Oot frae the rushin* linn. 

The dusky glen a' roon is clad 

Wi' leaves o' purest green. 
In grandeur fair bright flowerets bloom. 

Like diamonds on the scene. 
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Faur ben the bonnie shady glen 

A wondrous spell is cast, 
Through water roarin' ower the linn, 

Which wildly on rolls past 

Whilst gazin' on the foamin' stream, 

That wends 'mang rocks sae deep, 
Thoughts through my mind o' ages gone. 

Like shadows past me sweep. 
Many a sun has shone and waned. 

Bloomed has many a flower. 
Since thy wild beauty took its form 

From God*s creative power. 

Eyes that have once beheld thee flow. 

Ears that have heard thy roar. 
Are sightless, dumb to all around. 

For now they are no more. 
These thoughts with sorrow fill my heart. 

Yet still a joy breaks in, 
When roon I gaze, and when I hear, 

The roarin* o' the linn. 




GOD WILL HELP US A\ 

Oh, let us, brither Christians, 
When storms aroon' us blaw, 

Ne'er fear the ragin' tempest. 
For God will help us a'. 

We are upon life's ocean 
Barks frail an' unco sma', 

Yet true it is an' cheerin', 
That God will help us a'. 

The blind an' haughty worldlin' 

May this a fancy ca'. 
But surely we can testify 

Of God's help tae us a'. 



Christ died for us in blindness, 
Christ is the light we saw. 



Harness Ingle-Side, 95 

Through Him, then, we are assured 
That God will help us a\ 

Is this a dreamy phantom 

Which comes and fades awa? 
No, no, the Lord's our helper. 

Our God in trials a*. 



HAMFS INGLE-SIDE. 

Aboot the ingle-side loved well, 
There is nae doot a wondrous spell, 
Naewhere is like it, truth tae tell, 

Hame's happy ingle-side. 

The smile o' heaven surely gleams. 
Got wi' the licht whose flick'rin' beams. 
Give warmth an' joy tae a' it seems, 

Aroon' the ingle-side. 

What though its beauty may be sma', 
O' sic there may be nane at a'. 
Yet still oor ain we can it ca' ; 

Dear happy ingle-side. 
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This pleasant thocht can muckle gie, 
It mak's us blythe as ony bee ; 
For whaur are we sae fou o' glee, 

As roon oor ingle-side ? 

Of course a* things we canna hae 
Jist tae oor min' frae day tae day, 
At times there is some anger tae, 

Aboot the ingle-side. 

This feeling weel awa' does wear, 
Somehoo it is not lang found there, 
Deep anger 's rare, an' joys are mair. 

At hame's sweet ingle-side. 

We may sit by some guid frien's fire, 
An' canty be, but gae sune tire ; 
Where is the place that we admire 

Like oor ain ingle-side ? 

Let us then joyfully sit doon, 
Wi' ilka ane that dwells aroon', 
An' Heaven praise in hearty soun', 

For hame's blest ingle-side. 




GRANNIE'S SANG ABOOT THE BAIRN. 

Wee Johnnie is a steerin* bairn, 

He '11 no behave at a', 
He rins an* toddles through the hoose 

Gettin' mony a fa'. 
Frae mom tae nicht his wee bit feet 

Are never lang at rest, 
Nae wunner that when evenin' comes. 

He 's ready for his nest. 

Whenever momin' licht breaks in, 

He's up wi' lauchin' e'e, 
Fresh again tae stert his fun, 

Gae fou o' weanly glee. 
He 's no lajig up until he looks 

Aroon' the hoose tae see 
If I hae got his breakfast richt, 

A' ready jist tae pree. 
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Wi' oot-stretched arms he rins tae get 

His bowl o' milk an' spin, 
An* if he disna get them quick 

He mak's an unco din. 
I 'm sure that baimie eats as much 

As lots o' muckle folk, 
I wunner whaur he pits it a*. 

The wee, fat sonsy " cock." 

It nearly tak*s me haT the day, 

Wi* daein* little mair 
But watchin* that wee steerin* thing, 

Wha bothers me sae sair. 
In a' the comers o' the hoose. 

He '11 rumple and he 11 row ; 
Sometimes he 's covered ower wi' dirt 

Frae sole tae very pow. 

A' through the hoose he pu*s his chair, 

Tumlin' 't up an* doon, 
Mony a ring an* tug it gets, 

When he is pullin* *t roon. 
I often try tae mak* him sit, 

Bit that he *11 no dae lang, 
As sune *s I turn my back again, 

He sterts his noisy sang. 
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Roon a' the fire-en* he rins, 

Makin' a fearfu* noise, 
Wi' drummin' on pot lids an' pans, 

Which Johnnie thinks fine toys. 
He pu's them a' aboot the flare. 

Whene'er my back is turn't ; 
I 'm terrifit that unco bairn 

Will get himser sair burnt. 

My fl)rtin' dis bit little guid, 

An' skelpin's much the same, • 

Maist everything that I Ve tried yet 

The baimie canna tame. 
Whiles in the chair I tie the chiel. 

Bit there he kicks an' yowls \ 
That 's plain, I 'm sure, dis faur less guid. 

Than a' my skelps an' scouls. 

Although the bairn is sic a faucht, 

I aye still like him weel ; 
Wi' a' his rantum tantum tricks, 

I 'm vexed tae thump the chiel. 
I 'm gled the Lord has gien the bairn. 

Strong limbs tae row aboot ; 
I 've prayed tae Him that frae his heart 

He will a' sin uproot. 




AGAIN THE LIGHT IS GETTIN' LANG. 

Again the licht is gettin' lang, 

Winter 's wearin' fast awa* ; 
Again is heard the blackbird's sang, 

Singin' ower the melted sna\ 

Dark, stormy winter, fare-ye-weel ; 

Welcome days o' bonnie green, 
Noo for thy daith we dinna feel, 

Bitter hae thy blasts a' been. 

Aft, aft the caulness o' thy wun'. 
Did the happy young confine ; 

But since again thy course is run, 
They will not for thee repine. 

Although thy blasts were fierce an* caul'; 

Yea, although sae dark at e'en, 
Dear, pleasant thoughts we can recall, 

An' snowy sichts oor eyes hae seen. 
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THE TIPPLER^S SONG. 

^' My name is Sandy Tippler, a decent honest man, 
Wha ne'er was much the waur o* drink in a' life's 

troubled span ; 
Aye when the day o' rest comes roon, untae the 

kirk I gang, 
I 'm sure if I was twa days cot, fo'k wid think a* things 

wrang. 
Noo somethin', freen, 111 let ye ken, bit min' it's on 

the sly, 
An' what I say ye '11 ne'er come ower, so on ye I rely ; 
It is aboot the guid drap drink, an' hoo it best tae 

tak', 
An' aye be seen in decency, an' no a fule jist mak'. 



u 



See yonder drouth wha treads the street wi' tattered 
lookin' claes, 
Had he a min' an' will like me, sune wid he mend his 
ways. 
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Yet certain am I o* this, freen, that through the lee 

lang year, 
I tak' as muckle drink as him, and still upricht 

appear. 
Nae doot a* this seems strange tae you, bit that its 

no ata'. 
For if perchance when oot at een wi' * tasters ' I in 

fa', 
Through beer shop front doors I don't gang, roon by 

the back I slip, 
An' then when in, gae weel I watch hoo muckle I 

dae sip. 

" Bit better dae I like at hame tae tak' my barley bree, 
For then nae doots disturb my min' wi' thoughts that 

some may see ; 
I always hae when at my meals a taste before me set, 
The very sicht o't mak's me eat, an' then I hae't tae 

get. 
If * moderates * may chance tae ca' — a treat they must 

receive, 
An* then, again, the extreme fo'k I dae blindfold — 

deceive. 
Through wailin' ower the havoc wrocht by strong drink 

faur an* wide ; 
You see then, freen, expediency is Sandy Tippler's 

guide." 




GREAT GLE^ AMANG THE BAIRNS. 

What does it mean, what can it be ? 
For 'mang the bairns there 's muckle glee ; 
Like this they are not a' the day, 
Nor yet in sic a happy way. 

Maybe they Ve got a bonnie toy. 
Which mak's their wee hearts loup wi' joy; 
Maybe some kin'ly neebor freen 
Has ilka ane a bawbee gien. 

In this the secret disna lie, 
It is not ill tae gie the why ; 
A weel-kent soun' they only hear — 
The footstep o* their faither dear; 



A hard day's darg he has got din, 
Hame noo is reached, where a' within 
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Is shinin' bright, is snod and clean. 
Aye bonnie as a braw new preen. 

A smile lichts up the faither's face 
When entering hame sae fu' o* grace ; 
Joy welleth in his teart tae see 
A faithfu' wife and bairns in glee. 



THERE IS A WEE BURNIE THAT WIMPLES 

ALANG. 

There is a wee bumie that wimples alang, 
The soun' o* its ripple tae me is a sang, 
While gazing upon it, there breaks on my ears, 
A voice frae its flowin', a somethin' that speirs — 
" O Johnnie, my lad, dae you min' o' the days, 
O Johnnie, my lad, dae you min' o* the days. 
When there on that spot you ran a wee tot, 
A' beamin' wi' joy beneath warm sunny rays % " 

" Weel, weel dae I min', aye, an' ever shall min' 
O' thae cheery days— o* that bright happy time, 
When I ran by yer side where sweetly you flow, 
An' pu'ed the braw flowerets that near tajEt. you grow." 
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" An' Johnnie, my lad, dae you min' whereaboot. 
An' Johnnie, my lad, dae you min' whereaboot. 
The baggies gae wee, you took oot o' me, 
Prood jist as the fisher wha catches the troot?" 

" As lang as I leive, oh ! I'll never forget 
When in you I toddled, sometimes gettin' wet ; 
Bit better Til min' whit my mither gied me 
For comin' hame droukit, wee burnie, frae thee." ' 
"Noo weel you ken, Johnnie, you needna blame me, 
Noo weel you k^n, JoKnnie, you needna blame me, 
For harmless I rin — I ne'er asked you in, 
Sae come awa, Johnnie, an' let us agree." 

" A's richt, my auld freen, we 're no gaun tae cast oot, 
For weel dae I wish you, o' that there 's nae doot ; 
An' noo' ere we pairt, why I canna bit lee 
The load o' my heart for thochts gi'en tae me — 
May the beams o' the sun bright doon on ye fa', 
May the beams o' the sun bright doon on ye fa', 
Heav'n bless the bairns a' wha aft on you ca' ; 
Fareweel tae you, burnie, for I maun awa." 
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FROSTY MORNIN'S. 

The wun is blawin' unco keen, 
It brings the water frae my een ; 
Fast rinnin' doon my cheeks are seen 

Caul tears these frosty momin's. 

Whit I whit's the maitter wi' my nose? 
Why it is bloomin' Uke a rose ; 
Someway it gets nae ca'm repose 

Nor peace these frosty mornin's. 

Wi* winter claes Tm happit weel, 
Yet wi* them a' the caul I feel, 
« John Frost's " a gae an' forward chiel. 
Especially these momin's. 

The best o' sealskin he'll defy, 

Tae a' sic things he seems tae cry, 

" Ye 're warm nae doot, bit min' I'm sly. 

An' sharp awee these mornin's.'' 
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When noo I hear my mither's cry, 
Ca'in' me frae bed tae rise, 
Gae aft I say wi' shiverin' sigh, 

Its hard tae rise these momin's. 

Bit when I hear the kettle sing, 
An' see the muckle bleezin' bing, 
An* as the dishes get the ring, 

Then up I jump these momin's. 

Gae weel I like a wee drap tea. 
Bit oh ! hoo glad I am tae see 
Sic like in readiness tae prise, 

Before I face these momin's. 

Some canty chiels wha like a gill 
Tell fo'ks it canna dae nae ill, 
Aye jist tae gulp yae mutchkin*s fill, 

Tae fire the bluid these momin's. 

This whisky stuff is unco queer, 
'Twill no fit me, I raither fear ; 
For I '11 drink wi' richt guid cheer 

My wee drap tea these mornin's^ 

Ye bitin' win's, then, fiercely blaw, 
Come drenchin' sleet or drivin' sna', 
I '11 aye be happy 'mang ye a' 

Wi' richt guid tea these momin's. 




THE STEEPLE NOCK. 

At mom or nicht, whene'er you like, 

Gaze at the steeple nock, 
An* aye the time that meets your sight 

Is barely five o'clock. 
Many a queerish trick it works 

On them wha on 't depen', 
An' I 've nae doot bit whiles it hurts 

Strange fo'ks wha don't it ken. 

I sometimes wunner tae mysel' 

Why it sae often stauns ; 
There 's surely some myster'ous spell 

Disturbs the fickle hauns. 
If this tae some auld wife I 'd tell, 

Nae doot she 'd say to me — 
" Ah, callan, I believ' 't mysel', 

And we '11 jist watch and see. 
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" Lang syne, you ken, aroon' that kirk, 

Wherein the deid are laid. 
The auld gravedigger ance did work 

Within it wi' his spade. 
Maybe the sexton still delights 

Tae haunt aroon* the clock ; 
An' likely in some o' his flights 

He may hae gien *t the knock." 



THE SKYLARK. 

I LIKE tae wander up the braes 
When the sun pours doon its rays. 
When sweet Nature 's robed in green, 
An' wee bit birdies charm the scene. 

There is a birdie sings on high, 
It warbles aye up tae the sky ; 
An' there it sings a sang o' praise 
Tae Him who sends the sunny rays. 

The sang it sings is ane sublime, 
The music is surpassing fine j 
Nae human voice could sing sae sweet, 
Nor sing wi' such a fervour deep. 
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What poet wrote the sang it sings % 
What timed its joyous, cheery rings % 
'Twas God, in His most loving ways. 
Who taught the bird tae sing His praise. 

God ! teach me, an' like the lark 

1 'U sound thy praise forth from the hearth- 
Teach me to honour all thy ways, 

An* from the heart I '11 sing thy praise. 



THE AULD MAN CREEPS OWER ANE AN' A'. 

The auld man creeps ower ane an' a', 
The rich an' puir, the great an' sma' ; 
He creeps ower them wha 's blessed ata' 

Tae reach that time. 
When strength begins tae wear awa'. 

An' bloom o' prime. 

Where are the sires o' us noo in 
Life's battles an' amidst its din ] 
An' where are a' wha did begin 

Wi' us their strife, 
Tae fight against the cont'ry win' 

That blaws on life % 
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Some o' oor sires hae lang since gone 
Tae join that bright an' holy throng, 
Whose harps o' gold an' glorious song 

Make joyful strains, 
Which echo sweetly, loud an' long, 

Through lieaven's domains. 

Wi' silv'ry locks an' modest sound. 
Some near oor hearths yet linger round ; 
But ask them whereunto they 're bound, 

They '11 quickly say — 
We 're makin' for eternal ground 

Fast every day. 

An' some again begin tae feel. 
That ower them hae began tae steal 
The frailties which we ken fu' weel 

Maun creep ower a' 
Wha up the brae o' life dae speel, 

Wi' cares no sma'. 

For on their pows we noo can see 
Hairs that are gettin' grey awee, 
An' noo their limbs gae stiff they be ; 

For weel they min' 
When swiftly they did rin wi' glee, 

But gone 's that time. 
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Ye WQikin' fo'ks noo in jer prime, 
Jist keep this thocht before yer min'. 
If je be spared there comes a time 

When strength decays, 
Thentaeyersekbea;saekin' 

As min' thae days. 



HEAR THE BAIRNIE SINGIN'. 

Hear the baimie singin'. 

In the bud o' life, 
Bl3rthe is he wi' freedom 

Frae dull care an' strife. 
Is there ought sae bonnie 1 

No ; there's nought can be. 
Like the laughin' tottie, 

Fu' o' weanly glee. 

Hark to what he 's singin', 
Oh it gangs gae queer, 

Yet in it there 's somethin* 
Thrillin' a' wi' cheer ; 

Though we were the master 
O' the speeches a', 
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Still at what he 's rhymin' 
Unknown we wid ca*. 

Little is he carin' 

Hoo the notes are ta'en ; 
Yet for a' there 's music 

In the happy strain. 
He wi' cheeks sae rosy, 

He wi' eyes sae bright. 
In his time o' singin' 
^ Fills us wi' delight. 

Weel we Io*e the bairnie, 

Joyfu* in his ways, 
And we wish him truly 

Peace in future days. 
May the Lord's ain blessin' 

Ever wi' him go, 
May He lead him gently 

Through this vale below. 




OH ! HAPPY IS THE CHRISTIAN'S HAMK 

Oh ! happy is the Chnstian's hame, 
Where loved an' honoured is the name 
O' Him who died that we might gain 

A home above, 
An' live throughout eternal reign 

Wth Him in love. 

The gold o' earth may pleasure bring 
Intae the dwellin' o* the king ; 
Yet canna mak' the heart tae sing. 

In happy strain, 
Jesus, thou art my everything — 

My joy in pain. 



The monarch in his gorgeous hall 
Is blest wi' plenty at his call. 



Oh! Happy is the Chtistiatis Hame. 115 

Bit though he had this world an* all 

The stars that shine, 
They could not buy the joys which fall 

From light divine. 

True joy dwelleth not in gold, 

Which oftentimes has formed the mould 

That will hereafter serve tae hold 

Eternal grief ; 
Such agony ! who can unfold 

For sin — though brief. 

Pure happiness is only found 

Within the hearts o' them who 're bound 

Untae the land o' golden ground 

An' blessed throng ; 
Who evermore shall raise the sound 

O' sweetest song. 

Down here upon this vale below 
The graces o' the Christian grow, 
Not where abound the pomp an' show, 

An' snares o' life ; 
Bit where is felt the pangs o' woe. 

Both keen an' rife. 

The Christian's bread may scanty be, 
Rich dainties he may never pree. 
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Bit yet he 's thankfu' aye tae see, 

The humble fare ; 
An' God he trusts who giveth free, 

Will still send mair. 

Go not intae the palace gay. 
Where a' are clad in bright array, 
Tae find a symbol o* that day 

Above the sky, 
Which ne'er shall end — where none decay, 

Or ever die. 

A type o* heaven you will find 

Within that hame where Christ, the kind, 

Is known by heart as well as mind ; 

Ah 1 dwelleth there 
Sweet bliss an' peace, which leave behind 

Earth's grandeur fair. 

Give ear untae their songs o' praise 
Which nightly tae their God they raise, 
An' tae that One who pours the rays 

Which lead above — 
Thrice happy hame ! where hearts do blaze 

Wi' Godly love. 




THE DRUNKARD'S HAME. 

Feebly my muse has tried tae sing 
Aboot that hame where ofttimes ring 
Sweet praise tae Christ, the heavenly King 

An' Friend o' man, 
Who tae sin-troubled souls did bring 

The healing balm. 

Bit noo I 'm gaun tae try again, 
An' rhyme aboot another hame, 
Whose inmates oft are put tae shame 

An' deep despair ; 
Drink an' its drinkers are tae blame 

For what they bear. 



The hames o' drunkards great an' sma*, 
Are nearly diflf'rent ane an' a', 
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As in regard tae why or wha 

Mak care an* woe, 
Upon a happy household fa' 

Wi' heavy blow. 

Perhaps a son goes far astray, 
Through strong drink, in an evil day ; 
He rushes headlong doon the way 

That is so broad, 
Blighting his hame, in* worse tae say. 

Forgetting God. 

An' can it be a daughter fair 
Will take the cup, an' even dare 
Virtue tae cast aside for mair? 

Too true, too true ; 
Hames thus wi' sorrow laden'd sair 

Are naething new. 

Fierce trials come through mothers dear, 
Wha slyly sip, ne'er filled wi' fear. 
Till love for drink does soon appear 

In open ways ; 
Disgrace then falls on kindred near 

By scandal's blaze. 

These hames are not uncommon noa 
Where oft sic members dae get fou ; 



The Drunkard's Hame, 119 

Bit 'tis a fact, an' facts are true, 

Maist sorrows fa' 
On happy hames by faithers who 

Drink sometimes a'. 

Here let us try an' paint in rhyme 
This drunkard's hame o' common kin'. 
Where wife an' bairns lack peace o' min'. 

An' are made wae. 
By him who vowed at Heaven's shrine 

To be their stay. 

Within her hoose the thrifty wife 
Shows by her wark a busy life ; 
In trials sair — not few but rife — 

A' en's are met ; 
Fo'k wunner hoo she 'mang sic strife 

E'en bread can get. 

Her bairns are jist as snod an' clean 
As ony wark-fo'ks bairns noo seen ; 
" Inquisitives " wi' glow'rin' een 

May gapin' staun, 
Bit her ain hauns mak' things sae bien. 

An' weel kept gaun. 

Aye as the happy day comes roun'. 
When ilka hoosewife starts a tune> 



120 Poems » 

Because the guidman will be soon 

Wi* his week's pay, 
Tae lay it as a trophy doon 

In ecstacy. 

Then, ah ! the scene is changed within 
The hame o* drunkenness an' sin. 
The faither's late, an' noo begin 

A mother's fears ; 
Doot clouds her face, while doon cheeks rin 

Large bitter tears. 

Upon the table is a meal 

Which mony a hungry workin' chiel 

Wid be richt if he did feel 

His was the same ; 
Hard up ower hillocks he wid speel 

Tae get sune hame. 

The drunken faither first maun gang 
Untae the hoose o' mirthfu' sang ; 
His glory is to be amang 

The pots o' beer. 
There spending a' his wages wrang 

Wi' little fear. 

The joys that fill his humble cot 
Are by him ane an' a' forgot ; 
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Faur raither wi' some drunken sot 

Wid he sit doon, 
Than wi' his presence cheer hame-fo'k, 

AVha wish him soon. 

Wi* weary heart an' watery e*e, 
The mother leaves her hame tae see 
If she can find where he can be ; 

Bit in her roon' 
Drink-vendors then are aught bit free — 

Their words harsh soun*. 

Noo as frae door tae door she goes 

Wi' heart borne doon through many woes, 

At length tae Mr. Pimpled Nose 

She comes at last ; 
Bit he full well her errand knows, 

An* sharp looks cast. 

In fear she asks for her guidman, 
Wha comes as sour as ony can, 
Then kindly speers him hoo or whan 

He will be hame, 
As bairns in sorrow hae began 

A moumfu' strain. 

Come hame ! he canna yet awhile. 
For mirth has but begun in style ; 
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Sae in a mood that shows nae smile 
Some money throws, 

An' then intae the haunt of guile 
Again back goes. 

The mother noo her steps retrace 
Untae her hame — unhappy place ; 
She enters wi' a smilin* face 

The bairns tae cheer, 
Wha wearying wait wi' richt guid grace 

For mother dear. 

Their wee hearts gang wi* speedy beat, 
An' sairly sigh — in sorrow greet ; 
For joyfully they canna meet 

Their faither noo, 
Bit tremble shall they on their feet 

When he comes fou. 

'Mang trials thus the mother tries 
Tae soothe the children's bitter cries. 
An' still wi' busy hauns she plies 

At some bit thing, 
Tae keep her ain frae deeper sighs, 

Which want will, bring. 

In course o' time, jist as they wait. 
The faither comes at e'en gae late ; 
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His slow unsteady swaggerin' gait 

Tae hame-fo'ks tell 
That he has drank at nae wee rate 

Frae drunkard's welL 

As noo the bairns hear at the door 
His footsteps, then they sigh the more. 
For soon shall enter wi* a roar, 

An' curses deep, 
A faither drunk as oft before — 

Weel may they weep. 

He enters noo the hoose o' gloom, 
Faur sendin' a' that 's in the room, 
They maun keep quate or he theu: doom 

Will soon decree, 
Wha break his laws— no matter whom, 

Shall chastised be. 

The wee bairns in this noisy hour 
Are frightened by the drunkard's pow'r, 
Fain would they in some corner cow'r, 

Or anywhere, — 
That hame ! whiles like an Eden's bow'r. 

Is troubled sair. 

Meat he demands, baith this an* that, 
An' wha shall daur tae gie him chat ; 
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If things are no doon quickly sat 

He 41 smash them a'; 
The mither's ca'd most lazy at — 

His bite or twa. 

The tongue jist goes like some haun-bell, 
Nane could ha'f his sayings tell ; 
If a' his wants don't suit him well 

He fumes wi' rage, 
At ither times, when like liimseF, 

Songs then engage. 

Nae wunner then sic fo'ks are sad. 
To see a faither fair drunk-mad ; 
Still as nae cure can for't be had 

Bit heavenly grace, 
The mither aye in hope is glad 

When drink's apace. 

The contrast then is great indeed 
Between that hame, an' where they plead 
For God's grace, an' for every need ; 

There all are blest, 
Bit in the drunkard's hame hearts bleed 

Where all's unrest. 




MY BONNIE BAIRNIE, DINNA GREET, NAE 
WHUSKY IS UP THERE. 



When wint'ry win's wi' angry voice through lonely 

streets fierce blaw, 
Faur drivin' in its furious course the flakes o' fa'in' 



sna ; 



Twas thus ae nicht o* bitter caul a youthfu' mither 

sat^ 
Near tae a fire fast deein' oot, wi' een a' sair begrat ; 
Nae cheery licht lit up the hoose, a wee blink here 

an' there 
Cam' flick'rin' frae the weel burnt coals — nane else 

there was tae spare ; 
The stillness o' the hoose sae dark, in sorrow seemed 

a' roun' 
Tae mourn wi' her, wha silence broke wi' sighs o' lang 

drawn soun'. 
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Sat sleepin' by her side a boy : lay nestled on her knee 
A wee bit infant lassie sweet, no waukened yet tae see 
The cares that aft disturb us here, the pangs that a' 

maun feel, 
Wha mang the ruin brocht by drink life's brae up 

honest speel. 
The boy is restless in his sleep, the mither wipes her 

tears, 
Fu' weel she kens if sic he saw 'twi'd heichen mair 

his fears ; 
He ope*s his een, then glours aroon*, wi' wunnerin' 

lookin' gaze, 
** O mither dear, is faither hame % " wi' saddened heart 

he says. 

*' Cheer up, my bairn, come dinna greet, he canna bide 
ower lang, 

Sae we needna weary till he comes, for ye ken a' will 
be wrang ; 

Whit though yer earthly faither's love is sometimes 
nane ata'. 

Yet there is Ane abin, my son, wha's love sur- 
passes a'." 

^*Ah, mother, aft ye tell tae me o' that bright land 
abin! 

Whaur a' the guid fo'ks happy leive, that hae been 
cleans'd frae sin ; 
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Bit this I want you noo tae tell, is ony whusky there, 
In that bright place whaur sound the harps o' angels 
pure an* fair ? " 

"My bonnie bairnie dae rejoice, nae whusky is up 

there, 
A' lovers o* that cursed thing cannot be fit tae wear 
The robes o' white an' sparklin' croons, that shall 

adorn one day 
A' pilgrims tae the happy land, wha tread the narrow 

way." 
" Oor ain hame, mither, withoot drink, a wee sweet 

heaven micht be. 
If wand'rin' faither could be led his folly jist tae see ; 
Bit if oor trials maun be sae, the Lord will for us care, 
An' mither, oh ! I 'm glad tae learn that whusky's no 

up there." 



THE END. 
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